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His cousin had said to him : c Do you think that
my father is going to go on paying for a criminal ?
We and the uncles would have been well off if it
hadn't been for you.'
It stuck in his mind. Sometimes the parlour was
crowded with company ; Werendonk had never
seen such a thing there in his life before. And he
observed that, perhaps in a moment of gaiety when
they were all laughing and their voices were mingled
in merriment, Floris would suddenly become silent
and stare in front of him. He thought it must be
that his mind was not yet cleared up, and that the
thoughts of the dark period tormented him. One
afternoon, when Floris was setting out to do some
errands, he spoke to him about it : c My boy, we
are doing all we can for you, but there's still some-
thing worrying you. If you're feeling remorse,
remember that the Lord can see into your heart,
and if it's sincere you may trust in him. Or is there
something else ? ' And he mentioned the name of
Wijntje whom Floris had not yet seen again. * It
isn't that,' was the answer he gave with a deep
flush, e she knows well that I cannot face her yet,
but one day soon I must talk to her.' And he took
up his cap quickly and was gone.
The moments of oppression came more frequently.
In bed his thoughts returned to him. He owed
everything to his uncle, years of trouble had been
spent on him, and he had been rescued from the